Life and Letters

equally living, and few make a habit of revisit-
ing it in imagination. A village street, a
church, elms, farmyards and great holJ" %*
barns, a blacksmith's forge, meadows wiiii
cows, a reedy stream; a fishing-harbour,
where nets are dried on the hill and the gulls
forage the mud for offal at low tide ; a rusty
industrial suburb, builders' yards, geraniums,
a black canal, and green and red signals in
the night : they are all the substantial prov-
inces of that unsubstantial land ; the air of
them, the speech, the manners, are the same.
There were birds, animals, bearded old men,
and a slight reticent little girl with pale
complexion and flying hair. Aksakoff on the
steppes beyond the Volga, Goethe remembering
the gabled streets and berobed councillors of
Imperial Frankfort, they are looking back on
the same world: a world extraordinarily
vivid and picturesque, where the strong were
more strong, the sweet more angelic, the quaint
more odd; where the young newcomer first
learned to know in others brutality and love,
in himself curiosity and silence, fear, cunning,
sympathy, ambition, courage, and cowardice,
the desire and dread of danger, resentment,
fierce grief, and despair; where scents were
acute to the nostrils, where bright colours were
first seen, and the wonders of the elements
first learned, the sun, the moon, clouds, sky,
and stars, trees, flowers and water in its
various forms, the wide whiteness of snow, the
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